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Sandwich to the Netherlands, together with a train of a hun-
dred gentlemen and three hundred serving men, with Leicester,
Howard, Hunsdon, and many distinguished courtiers. Had he
in fact been the King of England, Elizabeth could not have
honoured him more. According to the Spanish ambassador she
pretended grief at his absence and declared that she would give
a million to have her frog once more swimming in the Thames
instead of the stagnant marshes of the Netherlands.

The two continued to exchange affectionate letters and Alen-
con to press for the marriage, but to press also for the rest of his
loan. For a time Elizabeth kept the courtship going, now en-
couraging, now obstructive. At last it died away like the sunset
glow. It had served her purpose, for she had succeeded in keep-
ing out of the Netherlands, and had frightened Philip with the
prospect of an Anglo-French alliance. In August 1581 Philip
had written, threatening her with war; two months later he
offered forgiveness for all past offences and a renewal of the old
friendship. The sky cleared a little. French policy took a more
active turn against Spain, and the King actually sent his brother
money, whereupon Elizabeth sent no more of hers. In Scotland,
also, events took a more favourable turn.

But in January 1583 there came a set-back when Alen$on
foolishly tried to seize the town of Antwerp from his Dutch
allies, failed, and ignominiously fled the country. Still bent on
her old policy, Elizabeth tried to patch up the quarrel. She was
trying when on 10 June 1584 Alengon's adventures ended in
fever and death. As her councillors had foretold, she had sur-
vived her wooer. For three weeks on end not a day passed with-
out tears.c Melancholy doth so possess us/ wrote Walsingham,
(as both public and private causes are at a stay for a season/ To
the French ambassador she described herself as a forlorn widow.
4She is a Princess*, he remarked, 'who can act any part she
pleases/ But his cynicism, on this occasion, was mistimed. Eliza-
beth had indeed exploited Alencon without scruple, but this
ugly yet most congenial and constant of suitors had a real place
in her affections. He had been her last hope of children. She
wept for herself.